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its mazes. The Iranian slave-girl becomes the
cotton-clerk's nightly visitant; and every night
her mysterious call and his wanderings begin
afresh, till at last she seems to be half material-
ised in the day too. She would appear by
lamplight, seen first in a tall mirror which
reflected the splendour of a Shahzada, the gleam
of a bronze neck, the melancholy glance of two
large dark eyes ; while a hinting, a mere tinge
of unuttered speech, seemed to hang on her lips.
But then, just as she turned to lean towards
him, her form swaying like the slender stem of
a creeper, she would melt away in the mirror.
With a scattering of sparks the bright gleams of
her jewels, and the broken glimpses of her smile,
her pity and longing and unknown trouble, were
alike consumed. What wonder that the dreamer
of the vision calls aloud in his invocation:
O Beauty celestial, in the lap of what creature
of the desert, on the bank of what cool fountain
under the date-palms, did you take your birth?
What fierce Bedouin tore you from your mother's
breasts like a bud from a flowering tree, and rode
away with you on a horse, lightning-footed, across
the burning sands ? . . .
The refrain of Meher Ali, the mad old fellow